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CHAPTER V. corrcrrraj
A itory?" the aald. plancic.: up at

Mm through her lon&r Lathe.
--A fairy atory. 11 joa like."
BU Toieo had grown rery low, aad

it waa with erident diiScnlty that ha
iteadied lt

Oo on. 8IgTior,w aha aaid. aoftlj.
"Taaxs agx), thera llred a beautiful

prtaceaa, ao traaacandently lorelj, ao
briUiaat, ao talented that tnitors cajno
from far and near to attempt to win
har faror. To her fathera court thera
caaa a yoang what ahall wa aay
poau It waa fatalitj. lie taw In her
tha Incarnation of his dreamt, and
lored her with a paaiion that .only
death iUulf could end. Ha knew, tha
hopalaaaaeta of It all; ha knew that to
har given his heart in this Irrevo-
cable way to an object to unattainable
waa, indeed, the very madneaa of
folly. There was but one thin; to be
done to say farewell to her forever
with the faint hone that the might
hare guessed something' of his devo-
tion and would give him In his exile
an occasional kindly thought.

Aa he finished speaking L&To&ca tat
perfectly still, aare for the tremulous
motion of the lace upon her breast.
She could not affect to misunderstand
the meaning of hia words, and a
strange, wild joy filled her heart, not
nnmingled with a certa-- feeling of
self --contempt. What did it mean?
Had she. La. Toaca, adored by half the
gilded youth of Italy, and whose favora
had been sued for in Tain by the
highest in the land, giren her heart to
this young man, who stood silent be-

fore her and whom she had only seen
half a dozen times at most?

"Is this an allegory, aignor? aha
asked a little tremulously.

Yea, tnadame.
- Her angers wandered over the keys,
the beautiful head bent a little ao that
he could not see her face.

"The young man I reeognlze, aba
said slowly. "Hut tha princess?

'Ia yourself he cried, losing all
control. "Pardon, mad ame, my folly,
my madness. Yon appeared before
ma, aad I followed In a terrible dream,
till 1 awoke prostrate at your
feet on the ate pa of the
temple where your beauty relgna.
That la my excuse. Do not Judge it,
I beseech you. too harshly. Forget
the poor, rash fool who dared to bask j

tar ma abort boar in the snnlirht of
your amlle. And now, madame, fare
wal-L-

Ho word escaped her lips. The I

dreamy music still went on. With a
passionate gesture of despair he turned
from her.

She raised her eyes and followed
him with a glance aa he moved toward
the door. Like a lightning flash the
whole truth waa revealed to her. She
lored him. The proud heart IxAd
found its master.

"Signor Cavaradosail sha said softly.
Aa If moved by a steel spring, tho

young man turned and faced her.
With a sudden gesture, she rose and

advanced toward him in that alow,
graceful ainuoua fashion that distin
guished her. Her face waa colorless.

t,- -, .n H.ri, i.vZ
of her lustrous ees. those marrWloua

that seemed to sink into his veryJl "Slor CararadoasL- - aha b
gaa in her low, rich roice. stopping
pace or two zrom nim ana leaning
with one arm upon the bade of a tall,
carved chair near her; if I might be
permitted to criticise your allegory, I
should say this: Had I been your
poet, and a real passion had ever en-
tered, not into my head like a rain
dream, but into my heart and into the
blood of my veins, I swear I would
have been afraid of nothing. I could
be a criminal, perhaps, but certainly X

would never be a coward.
Madame!

She did not notice the interruption,
but went on swiftly aa if afraid to
atop and think.

"If I loved, 1 would bravely look tha
matter full In the face. I should
knew at the first look whether I be-
longed wholly to the object of my
passion, and I would abandon myself
without weakness, without hypocriti-
cal reservations, to his embrace forever.
I would do more, SIgnor CavaradoasL
X would wish a respected name, a
stainless honor, a magnificent destiny
before me, so that I cculd cast it ail
down, my life and my soul, at the
feetoi him I loved. If there were
shame and disgrace for his sake, I
would glory in it! I would throw
down my gauntlet publicly, glad to
lose the whole world, ao there could
be nothing in it except my love!

With parted lips, and breath that
came quick and lasUne ben t toward her.

"Madamer he cried, huskily. "For
God's sakedo not play with my reason r

"And If 1 had been disdained, aa
would have been probable, for rarely
is there such a love on both sides, I
would find, yea, I would find a strange
pleasure in the very excess of my hu-
miliation. I would go alone, alone
forever, to some otecure corner of the
world, happy and smiling, to die of
my wound." She stopped, a faint,
color glowing in her cheek, and a
light in her eyea that made her whole
face radiant.

Mario stood for an instant, aa if
turned to marble. Wliat wild fancy
waa it that now had arisen and waa
erring aloud to him for credence?
Then, suddenly, the long pent up paa-alo-n

of his heart burst forth in a tor-
rent of worda He Implored her to
tell him the truth; if there waa one
aaadow of a chance of hia lore being
returned. "Answer me. ana war me!"
he cried, only one word.

This is my answer, she murmured,
filnginr herself into his arms. "1 re
main in Bomal I love you!

CHAPTER VL
"How charming you are thb filter--

noon, l on ionic like or. or toe o:onae

e- - ; .

heroines of thVXorse legends.
"How absurd yon are. Signer Boa-wei- n!

Yon remind me of the Chera-lie- r
de Oarnelles, who told me last

night I was a divinity.
Thar were sitting in the little gar-

den, Karl and Marta, under the shadow
of the Tines. Old Sertorius waa in
Rome, attending to his lessons, and
Karl, who had walked out the day
after hia great success, had found
Marta alone.

"You and your father are tha best
people in the world, Marta, drawing
a little closer to the young girl's aide. '

"Hush!" she said, suddenly, some-
what embarrassed and a little fearful
at the young man's manner. "Listen!
The Angelas is ringing. How beauti-
ful the bells sound across the mead-
ows.

They listened a moment in. silence.
Tnen Karl said: "All Tillage bells
are alike. They recall to me my child-
hood. Ah! in fifteen years what a
change in my life and thoughts.

"Fifteen years ago. at this time,
what were yon doing? asked Marta
absently.

I was gathering together my goats
on the edge of the woods. The ring-
ing of the Angelus in the little church
waa the signal for my return. 1 re-
member I used to stop on a point of
rocks to see the woodcutters light
their fires under the dark fir trees; at
my feet, the lights on the fishing-Tease- ls

glimmered through themist;above
my head were the stars; the falling
dew filled the air with perfume, liy
fits and starts the savage voice of the
Illyrian sea answered to the gentle
whispering of the forest leavea. What
a tranquil scene it was, and what joy
filled my heart. I would He awake
for hours before my open window.lost
in a sort of ecstasy. Then I would
pass, without knowing it, from a
aweet wakefulness to a peaoeful sleep,
as an infant passea from one dream to
another. I waa happy.

Marta looked at him wonderingly,
and then said a little sarcastically:

"Seriously, Karl, and poetry apart,
would you care for that happiness to-
day 7"

Yea, Marta, he answered juickly;
"yes. if I could find in my porerty and
obscurity the peace, the divine peace,
of nry early years!

Is in the heart," ane said.ftfT".

It is not In mine; neither in xoy
heart nor in my brain. Xever!

Marta shivered, as if a cold wind
had suddenly struck her.

"What do you wish me to say?" she
sail. "I am very sorry. And she
turned away .and began plucking the
jasmine leaves oenina ner.

"1 was to have been a priest, did you
know that? The old cure of Saint
Lake's was very fond of me and taught
me Latin. He wished to fit me for hia
place some day. He is still alive. I
am tempted sometimes to go and seek
him out. The old presbytery with its
court full of moss, its lindens, and its
fountain, appear to me an enchanted
asylum. I would make a good enough. . . . . .pnest ior uio country, aouuoit wouia
1 lscking-exc-cpt faith.

11 JO wish to talk nonsense in my
presence. Signco-Eosw- e inUrrupted
Marta, passionately. 4et it be oa
other subjects. I beg.

Karl looked at her In astonishment.
What! anger? anger In you? Thera

is blood in your reins of marble. Tha
sea of ice has its tempests, then?

"You desire to be alone, it seems,
said Marta, rising to her feet.

"Ah! 1 have offended yon." he cried,
in a pleading tone. "Pardon me! It
is the first time in my life and it shall
be the last Marta, 1 feel that I mutt
leave you. This part that you are
playing, this mask of coldness and
harshness which you avear for me,
must weigh heavily upon you, I aa
certain. 1 will free yon from it; you
ahall never see me again. I wjn
never cross the threshold of this
house, I promise you. I ought to
have understood you, or rather, I did
understand you, but my courage failed
me. Now, my resolution is taken.
Only, do nox xet us part in anger,
Give me your hand in token that I am
forgiven.

Marta, who, while he was speak-
ing, had gradually sank .down to his
side again, silently extended her hand.

'Farewell, be said, raising it to his
11 pe, and turned away.

She watched him as he alowly
walked down the path, a multitude of
emotions stirring' her apparently placid
breast.

Just aa he reached the gateway, she
called to him.

In a moment he was by her side
again.

"And my father, Karlr she aald
gently.

'Poor old man. he answered, with
a sigh. "At least don't let him think
me ungrateful. Marta. Tell him alL
Tell him the truth.

"The truth? I n&nst know what it
is first, KarL- -

Rosweln steadied himself against
the back of the seat "Tell him, he
said, "tell him that I loved you and
that you did not love me."

Mart waa silent for a moment
Then ia a low, scarcely audible voice.
aha said:

"I do not love you. No! X could
not love you. Other sentiments would
separate me from you forever.

Karl uttered a cry.
"Other sentimental Ah! that Is the

last blow. I hoped that you lored
only heaven!

X could not love you, Karl, ahe
continued, not noticing the interrup-
tion, "and it Is best believe me, best
for both of us. for you above alL The
life which will be vour portion must
have no chains. our future must not
De spoiled by the lowly dream of your
youth. I would never forgive myself
If X should bind your beautiful artist's

life to tha hearth and household
I hate an artist's life," he cried ex-

citedly. "Since I have known nry own
feelings, my love foryou has increased
the disgust it inspires in me.

What 1 there ao terrible in It? I
don't understand you.

'Ah! your father would understand
me. He knows the difference between
the real and the ideal. He has much
reason, believe me, Marta, for the con-
tempt he feels for all that pertains
to the studio or the theater. A hell,
full of flames and dat kuess, a world
without law. a world without truth,
which revolts you, as it rivets your
bonds. Your father knows it He
knows what temptations inhabit this
boiling chaos, and how hard it is for
the best of us to defy them."

"You, at least Karl, will defy them.
I know you."

'You know me, Marta: yes, my life
for so many years has been like the
twin of yours, you ought to know me.
And you think I was born for good?

You, or no other.
"You do me injustice. God knows I

love good as I love the face of heaven.
And yet the poison enters into my
soul despite mysell Mixed with my
art and my work are, I know not what
hideous dreams; what horrible fancies.
Ah! those of us who have near us a
mother, a sister, a family, those are
fortunate. They have an antidote for
tha poison. I! 1 am alone. This ficti-
tious world envelopes me, possesses
me without cessation. My only hope
was in yon, dear Marta, for the pres-
ent and the future. How many times
has your dear faceTrlsen before oa in
the midst of temptation and given me
courage. That peace that I seek, I
found only in your eyes; that strength
which I need, passed into my heart
when I touched your hand. Ah! to
live here with yon and your father, in
the holy calm of the household, under
the safeguard of your rirtue; to live
here! to die here! Ah! why did the
thought ever come to me? And, over-
come with emotion, he buried his face
in hia hands.

Her eyes full of tears, Marta aald,
rery gently: "HaTe I ever be just
Karl have I ever spared anything to
drive this thought away?"

"Never! In your presence, I could
not deceive myself. Your words, your
looks, for the past year, have told me
that you did not care for me. But as
soon as I left you. the old hope would
return. I would recall a look a little
less cold, a word a little more kind,
and I would live upon that I have
tried to persuade myself that your
filial duty made you conceal your real
sentiments; that your father's horror
of the name of artist was the only ob-atac- le

which separated us."
Marta'a eyes fell, and a rivid blush

suffused her cheek.
And if it were the only one, she

murmured, "it would be sufficient"
.vaaa m w bbi - j a ii vbms bbbbbi

overcome that"
"Never, KarL"

Yes; I say yes. It was a plan
which I have had in my head for a
long time, I was thinking of it as I
came here to-da-y, but your first look
dashed it to the ground. In spite of
himself, tout father has a higher
opinion of me since last night You
know, Marta, bow he is moved by a
success which was the ambition of his
youth. I would have taken advantage
of his only weakness, X would have
offered him on my knees my freshly
won laurels, lie would have forgotten
the artist he would have opened his
Arms, he would have granted aae alL"

The girl had listened to him in
breathless attention. Aa he finished
one word escaped front her trembling
lips:

Try!
"What!" he cried, scarcely Tjelieving

his ears. 'You love me, then! You
love me!"

"HushT she cried, putting him from
her. "Not one word mare. Leave
me, now. Come again w cor

next day smd try our plan. Go! Got X

can bear no more!"
Karl seized her hand, covered it

with : kisses, and obeyed. She stood
watching him, as he west down the
long, white road, with sa expression
half of Joy, half Of fear. Was the
fear premonition? He had spoken the
truth: ahe knew it in every fibre of
her heart He loved her now; res,
but he was weak, so weak.

With flying feet Karl sped toward
Rome, all shadows, all .morbid fancies
gone. --AX last he had obtained the
d aire of .his heart He rushed up the
st airs of his lodging and threw open
the door to find the Chevalier de Gar-
ni dies there.

"She levee me. Ska loresme!" Toe

cried.
"Who krres you, yon triple idiot?

exclaimed his patron, starting to his
fe.;t

"Marta!"- -

iPoraa instant tha (Chevalier tsaod
stl 11. wbtae with fury.

OhI this is what I leared," ha mut-
tered.

J.'hen, advancing toward Karl with
a terribte-loo- k upon his face, he said:

"Have you forgotten all that I said
to yon the other night in the cafe?
Did you think I spoke without thought?
I told you 1 would not allow you to
ruin yourself! Great Heaven! Yon
have had a glorious, a rsarvelous, snc--
oess, and your first thought is to run
to this young girl, wHo will plant
turnips in your aeart. come: come
6H down and let ua talk reasonably."

Karl obeyed without a word, all his
enthusiasm cooled.

-- ,If you care for me. CheTalier," he
said, "let me be happy in my own
way."

"Yon wish to be happy, rou say,'
returned the Chevalier, gradually re
covering from his first burst of angec
"If you could be ao In tkla life you
dream of, I care for you enough, yes.
enough, to sacrifice my happiness for
yours. But whst creature can be
happy outside of the life he was born
for outside of his destiny?

"I ahall bar
"You will not be! I defy you to be.

You would have just the happiness of
those false monks whom a mistaken
Tocation has cast into the cloister, and
who die of consumption, gnawing the
bars of their cells."

"Bah! Platitudes!"
"Platitudes, you impudent knars!

No! no! X will not be angry with you.
Ahl while you were making lore to
the daughter of that old fool of a
genius, if yon only knew in whst
terms one of the most celebrated
women of her time was speaking to
me of you."

Ah:" Indifferently. "Who was
thatr

Lady Hau 11ton! Yon must have
noticed her last night, in the box to
the left of the stage."

Thirty years eld hair like a
raven'a win- g- haughty look in her
eyes and shoulders . like , liquid
marble?

"Ah! exactly !" responded the Cheva-
lier, smiling. "You noticed that sad
you wish to marry! My friend, . those
shoulders will riae up more than
once between your wife and you. Well,
Karl, this magnificent being was talk-
ing of you not an hour ago."

"Yes? What did she say?"
"She said," answered DeCarnelles,

impressively. . "She said listen, now,
a woman who has the world at her
feet she said: 'My dear Chevalier,
will you present this eminent young1
man to me some day?' "

Roswein laughed outright '

"Is that all?"- -

"Alir cried De Carnelles, Indig-
nantly. "What would you haTe, yon
shameless bandit? Would you have
het come here to seek you?"

Seriously, Chevalier," aald Karl, "I
am very sorry you won't be present at
my wedding. Do yon really leave for
Madrid

"I should like to dash your brains
out before I go for being such an idiot
But my Dby, promise me that yon wiu
do one little thing for me."

"Yon know you can command me,
Chevalier, to the best of my ability.

It Is a promise then?
Anything in reason, yes.

"Do I ever ask anything unreason-
able, yon dog? But this is very aim-pi-e,

Go and see Lady Hamilton to-
morrow."

Karl started.
"Impossible I he exclaimed.
"Impossible! Why impossible? Is

a tete-a-tet- e with a pretty woman such
a disagreeable thing?" .

"But what excuse?"
"She has asked me to present yon

and then you have a handkerchief of
hers, I believe?"

"How did yon know?" exclaimed
Roswein, with a slight access of color.

The Chevalier smiled a peculiar
smile.

"My eyes are still good, my boy.
When a lady, overcome by her en-
thusiasm, throws you a bouquet and
with it inadvertently, her handker-
chief, the least yon can do is to return
the latter. Come, promise!"

"I do not see why you should care,
said Roswein hesitatingly; but since
you wish it Chevalier, I promise."

"Good! and when I return from
Spain, I shall find you cured of your
marriage fever, I hope. Good-bye-!
Not another word. I shall see yon
before I go," and the Chevalier strolled
jacntilr out of the room and down the
stairs, humming Boabdil'a song.

(To Be Continued.)

Barn's Bora Blasts.

No one can neglect the poor and
be true to Christ.

"Money talk8,but it often fails
to tell the troth.

Whenever any church wants a re
vival it gels it.

Great dancrers sursound the man
whose life is aimless.

Keen the heart right and the feet
will not go far astray.

The greatest wrong we can do a
man is to misjudge him.

Ijast on a bible generally means
that its owner is asleep.

Those who lead children, ought to
ken) very does to Christ.

It is hard to please the man xho
never knows what be wants.

Uow quick some people backslide
when their income is doubled.

A thousand people want to live
long where one wants to live well.

The greatet truth ever made
known in this world is that, God is
le-v-e.

A great deal of stealing is being
done that never goes by that name.

.People bocan be spoiled by hon-
est praise are no account to begin
with.

There are men who never help the
world much until they get out of it.

it is not the will of our Heavenly
Father that eoe of his little ones
should perish.

The Lord finds it hard to work
through peopSe whose religion is all
in their heads.

The devil will consent to your
keeping nine of the commandments
if you are i fling t o breaik th tenth

Most of Paul s letters were written
from prison and yet he sever wrote
a line that had a groan in it.

It will be found that eme of the
best known people in heaven filled
obscure placee while on earth.

It ie a dangesous day toe a Chris-

tian when be thinks be he has more
religion than his pastor.

There are just five steps leading to
eternal life and this is the highest
up: "Love thy neighbor as thy
elf."

The man who ooes not preach
with love in his heart would do the
Lord more good by keeping out of
the pulpit.

Sio Is a nature, not a growth.
Adam's first born slew his brother
and his last can not do any more
than that.

No matter what a man may say
in churth, yon know what kind of
religion he has when yon know what
kind of company he keeps. I

These is no medicine
needed in every homr
mirablj adapted to tbr i

which it is intended, a .

Iain's Pain Balm. Haru :

passes bnt some member ui th.. rac
ily has need of it. A toothache or
headache may be cured by it. A
touch of rheumatism or neuralgia
quieted. The severe pain of a burn
or scald promptly relieved and the
sore healed in much lee9 time than
when medicine has to be sent for
A sprain may be promptly treated
before inflamation sets in, which in-

sures a cure in about one-thir- d of
the time otherwise required. Cuts
and bruises should receive immedi'-at-e

treatment before the parts be-

come swollen, which can only be
done when Pain Balm is kept at
hapd. A sore throat may be cured
before it becomes serious. A
troublesome- - corn may be removed
by applying; it ' twice a day ior a
week or two. A lame back may be
cured and several days of aaluable
time saved or a pain in the side or
chest relieved without paying a doc
tor bill. Procure a 50 cent bottle at
oncfl and yon will never regret it.
For sale by W. C. Gaston.

XsssyonBoys.

According to tha Missouri School Journal.

At a recent school board exam in a--'

tionfor girls, one of the tasks was
an essay on boys, and this was one
of the compositions, just as it was
handed in by a girl of 12: . "The boy
is not an animal, vet they can be
heard a considerable distance. When
a boy hollers he opens his big mouth
like frogs, but girls hold their
tongue till they are spoke to, and
then they answer respectable and
tell just hoT7 it was. A boy thinks
himself clever because he can wade
where it is deep, but God made the
dryland for every living thiDg, and
rested . on the seventh day. When
the boy grows up he is called a hus-
band, and then he stops wading and
stays out nights, but the grew up
girl is a widow and keeps house.'

A Household Treasure. '

I). W. Fuller, of Canajoharie, N.
Y., says that he always keeps Dr.
King's New Discovery in the house
and his family has always found the
very best results follow its use; that
be would not be without it, if pro-
curable. G. A. Dykexnan Druggist,
Catskill, N. Y., says that Dr. King's
New Discovery ia undoubtedly the
beet Cough remedy; tnat he has used
it in his family for eight years, and
it has never failed to do all that is
claimed for it. Why not try a rem-

edy so long tried and tested. Trial
bottles free at W. C. Gaston's Drug
store. Regular size 50c e.nd $1,00.

This ia what Elizabeth Stuart
Phelps writes; "This one thing I
write unto you, lore-bewildere-d

girl: All men make good lovers
while they are about it. The ex-

pressions of courtship go for little.
How many roses oes be bring? .

How many kisses does be give?
These are not the questions. Are
his vows ardent? I Are his lettere af-

fectionate? These matter less than
It would be possib .Ie to make yon be-

lieve. But what kind of a son is he
to an aged or a lonely father? Is he
patient with an unattractive, an ail-

ing, even a n agging mother? Do
yon know how f he treats his sister?"

A. M. Baixj rr. a well known citizen
of Eugene, 0 regon, says his wife has
for years be-- troubled with chronic
diarrhoea a ad need many remedies
with little i x4ief until she tried Cham-
berlain's c atie, cholera and diarrbesa,
remedy, w hkh has cured her sound
aud well. Give it a trial and yon will
be surpri sod at the prompt relief it
affords. 25 and 50 cent bottles for
sale by AT. C. Gaston.

A T. A 1 MIP nnrupv Aran In Hf iafirtMwf"

made i in offer last year of trees
enough, to plant an acre of land for'
every boy or girl whose parents
would give them the land. In two
wfeeke time they had given away7"

appie trees That oughts to, , . . . -rmg gooa returns to the nursery
mvx in that sort w.bich comes with
the consciousness of a good action
That gift of trees wiJI result in
great love for pomology on the Darfc
of the young foIg who became orw
chardfsts. Leanings thus etrengfi-ened- in

youth become affections it.
maturity, and some of these childrenmay well become the fruit irmMof the future. Ex.

Banish church entertainments t
Kvuvnuou or two and the grassi ifwiusbona some cbAnm f gettingstarted around thn'rinn. r .- -ww. vt lue ulOater.


